

Will leaue the French,and cleauc vnto our Kiri"’* 

For Hi a me yee Peeres of England ftiffernot 
"V our feIues,your honours,and your Land to fall; 

Butwith r#folued thoughts beatc backe the French 
And free the land from yoke of feruitude. 

Salif. Philip not fo, Lord Lewis is our King. 

And we will follow him vnto the death. ° 

Panel. Then in filename of Innocent thePope, 

I curfe the Prince and all that take his part. 

And excommunicate the rebel! Peeres, 

As tray tors to the King and to the Pope. 

Lew. ‘Pandftlph, our fwords fbal blefle our felues agejt. 
Prepare thee A/jw, L ords follow me your King. Exeunt 
John. Accurfed lohn the Diuell awes thee fharnc, 
RefiftingRome, or yeelding to thePope, all’s one. 
The Diuell take the Pope, the Peeres, and France: 
Sh?me be my fharc for yeelding to the P;kft. 

T’and. Comfort thy felfe King /<j&»,thc Cardinal! goes 
Vponhis curfet® make them leaue theirarmes. Exit. 

r Bafi, Comfort my Lord, and curfe the Cardinal!, 
Betake your felfe to armes, my troupes arepreft 
To anfwerZmVwith a lufly fhocke: 

. The Lnglifh Archers haue their quiuers full, 

: Their bowes arebent,the pikes arc preft to pufh: 

Good cheerc my Lord, King Pochards fortune hangs 
V pon the plume of warlike e Philips helme. 

Then let them know his brother and hisfonne 
Are leaders of the Englifhmcn ataimes. 

lohn. Philip l know not how to anfvver tliecs 
But let vs hence, to anfwer Lewis pm&t, 

ExcurfioKs, Enter Meloun with Englijh Lords. 

am flasne, Nobles, Salisbury^ embrsohe^ 

My foulcis charged, hearc me; forwbatlfay 
Con.cer.ncs the Pccrcs of England, and their State. 

Liftcn 
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j iftcn,braueLords,a fearfull mourning tale 
Tobeddiuercdby aman o c death. 
pehold thefc fearres the doleof bloudy i Mars 
/Vre harbingers from natures common foe. 

Citing this truncke to Tellsis prifon-houfc; 

Lrfes charter (Lordings) lafteth not an hourc: 

And fearfull thoughts forerunners of my end, 

Bids me giuePhilicke to afickly foule, 

O peeres of England, know you what you doe? 

There’s but a hayre that funders you from harme. 

The liooke is baited, and the trains is made. 

And Amply you run doting to your deaths. 

But left l dye andleatiemy talevntolde, 

With Bence ftaughteringfobraue acrcW. 

This tattcrre,if Lewis win the day. 

There’s not an Englifhman that lifts his hand 
Againft King lohn to plant the heire of France, 

But is already damnd to cruel! death. 

Iheand itvow’dpny felfe amongft the reft 
Sv^oreon the Altar ayde to this Edift. 

Two caufcs Lords, makes me difplay this drift. 

The greateft for the frecdorae of my foule. 

That longs to leaue this manfion free from guilt 
The other on a naturall inftinft, 

F.or that my Grandfire was an Englifhman. 

Mi'fdoubt not Lords the truth or my difeourfe. 

No irenzie nor no brainficke idle fit, 

But well aduis’d, and wotting what ( fay. 

Pronounce I here before the faceofheauen, 

That nothing rs difeouered but a truth. 

Tis time to ftye,fubmityourfeluesto lohn , 

The fmilcs of France (bade in the frownes of death. 
Liftvp yourfwords, turne face againft the French, 
Expcll the yoke thars framed for your necks. 

Backe warremen, backe, imbowell not the clime, . 

Your feate,y our nuriY, yo*ir birthdaies brcathnig-place. 

That 
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